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you set heme late t night and your wife ask you where you've
say "The Winter Oat-den.- (Noedleee to add, the Mine formula

may eerve ae sauce for the goo )

It If more than likely, however, that the now ehow, ww that It la atarted,
will soon be running on a shorter schedule. The Winter Oarden la nothing If not
generous. Laat night It Insisted upon giving u so much that it was ten minutes
sMer 12 before wo could shake the off our laps. outs
will, and should, be made. Without the namee of AJ. Jolson, Barney

Lawrence D'Oreay, Blossom Seelsy and the French who
obey the of Mine Imperla, It may gently be hinted that the axe
already has a great deal of work cut out
get a huge of thla aort Into

The Winter Oarden out with r.s spring show In suoh a way as to
call for words of praise even from those wordless actors of at the
Casino. Over a long bridge above the heads of the audience cams the

who names figure on the

Mile.

looklng girls ever seen at the Winter Oarden, waa even better. The worst of It
was that the Bisters sang the old Singe that should long ago liar"
been laid to rest under the chestnut tree at and Fiftieth street, whllo
Mr. Jolson Indulged In stunts that ssemsd familiar. He msde the imot
of lils Urns, but he took up far too much of ours. We would gladly have given
him that lit he owed Rlllee Taylor to he epared his frantic effort on
the bridge to get the motley. A little of him goes a long way. The fact that ht la
funny should not lead him to believe he Is the whole show There was no getting
away from hWn laat night. Long as the programme proved, the villain still pur-rue- d

us up to and beyond the eleventh hour, when his swsn song came
from reluctant Hps.

Mies Msyihew caught the ear of the house wit h "Blow 0:1 Your
I'lccolo." In the Todolu."
Mlas Blossom Seeley got along with
very little voice, us that It's an
111 March wind that blowa nobody good.

lattr on h broke out on the bridge
and In the aisles with "How Do Ton
Do, Miss The unkind truth
Is she didn't do very wall. Miss Kath-
leen Clifford UiA Ueorge White gave a
new klok to an old .lines vary cleverly,
and a rsetlm sextette brought our old
friend "Lucia" up to date.

Tne second part of tha
"Whirl rf Society,' was vulgar without
being funny In spite of Miss Mayhew'a

efforts to mske It amusing.
Kwrancs D'Oreay stalked through It
dismally. Miss Jobyna Howland re-

turned to tha stage In all her
beauty to da not ng but stand around;
Melville Bills, at the piano, knocked
tha spots off and toyed with
'ass operatic airs; and Martin Brown
and Mlas Jose Collins In a
- but favorable light as thsy danced

the Walts." This dlsiy
"Whirl of B clety" wss chiefly

for hrlngng nut a beautiful
blonde from France, Mile, nolle Dal-ne- rt

It could be seen at a glance thst
Dolle had on her chest her

"H. G." "I am giving
to my 1 eldr

should
Yo. since are playing

wVlts: prefers
a to

for It. It takes time, of course, to
shape.

Bhubert salary list, and them tbs
modest girls whoss faees, to-
gether with certain silk

represent their fortunes.
the pleasing It waa

only human to look up and take notlcs,
since neither nor waa
evsr like this. waa novelty, as
well as in ths air. The
might have bean greater. If, In
view of "mlnatrel first part that
followed, had
t lie company to give sn e min-
strel parade to the But It proved

"Bumurun" with
I very well sung by
I larc.

Like else, however, ths
was too long. "My Bumurun

Olrl" waa eagerly as a good
son' for tli grand To Illustrate
It, Miss Stella Msyhew showsd her

face at the window
to the leading lady of the harem,

while the Jolson, In white
face for a cr lge, lift exl up his bold,
brave voice to Join her In ragtime mc.lt-itlon- e

So far. so good! The minstrel show
with tier upon tier ut the hest- -

Dolle Oalnert.

diamond Is her pref-
erence a proper one?"

Yes, for the lgn of th
may b a matter of Individual

J." writ: "J with
tbe young man I love. It was my
shell 1 apologia T"

The eoeaar u setter.

made no attempt to hide this fact: and when she sang there was nothing
to fear. Her voice lo that will no d"mbt be a great to
spring who And their way to the Winter Harden.

But the French who appeared In at the end of ths
long evening were not to send the audience home to pleasant dreams
As the enuprees who the Mme. Imperla was more
mighty than while Farina amounted to little more than a Jake
se a barbarian. Lucy Gerard, who Is an American If I'm not mistaken, had net
good points ae the slave. But had only lta music to It.
The knife should be used here without mercy.

The Winter Oarden gives t 10 much for the The new U a
great big plM It's too big.
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Pop?"

By Marguerite Hooers Marshall
HAT sort of woman should a man

In one of Hans Anderson's fairy tales a certain royal prince de-

vises a difficult test for hla future wife. She must be so sensttlvs,
he ordains, that the presence of a email, round, green pea, though
hidden under twenty mattresses, win keep her from rest.

I think an even more stringent trial for a prospective wife has been devised
by Katharine Morris, the author of that muoh-talkod-- little book. "Mother."
For. says Mrs. Morris:

"Lest a young man Judge the woman he wishes to marry
by hie mother-in-la-

"Truly." she continued. "I think that the average young
man gives much less attsntlon than he should to the mother
of the girl in whom he' Interested. Here are some of the
questions he should ask himself: Does this mother make her
husband happy? Doea ahe understand abtut the manage-men- t

of a house, and has she tsught what shs knows to

her daughter?
"Are her relations with her daughter unselfish and affec-

tionate on both aides? Is the mother neat and attractive In

appearance, or Is she a worn-ou- t drudge? Does she occupy
a dignified and respected place In ths household, or ars her
opinions timidly proffered and lightly set aaide?

"A man who stops to ak and answer these question
will find that he loke at the girl he loves from a new
viewpoint. It may be higher or lower then the old
one. That depends on the way the questions are an-

swered.
"When a man chooses his wife 'he should remember that

he Is choosing not merely a com pen I m and friend, 'hut the
woman who will be the mother of his children. And If h

wants to know how she will fill that role he should watch
her tn her relations with her own mother and with her
mall brother and slstars. If she hasn't any, let him note

how She treats the nelerhbor's children.
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"To me motherhood Is the most Important thing In the world," added Mrs.
Noii In frankly. "I don't at all underbuild how petiple can Ignore It or treat
It as they often do. Then why should not a girl's fltnes for matrimony depend
upon her latent motlrerllness?

"There Is a type of mother who does .ill the work herself, and thus makes her
little girl a selfish, helpless scattcrhrnlii. This type'if mother ai ts from the
Of motives, fihe herself waa proba'il.v overworked In her youth, unrt she ha re-

solved that her daughter shall make up for It by being a Illy who toll not. nor
spin.. So by her very unselfishness sha lays up all sorts of trouble for her daugh-
ter and her daughter's future husband.
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Your Mother-in-La- w

"That la the aort of nmthsr-in-lai- to avoid. The other kind the right kind
I the one who not only hear many ohtldren. hut brings them up with a wis as
well as a tender affection. This mother ssmettmss ha the new dress. Instead
of giving It to her daughter, not so much for her saks for ths girl's. Hh

somtlms goe in Ut churvh social and leave daughter at horn with the leer-
ing babies. And she to It that daughter take a gradually Increasing share
In the house-hol- duties, not primarily because of the help ah giv, but hecaus
of what ah recelv.

"To use a very simple Illustration, there Is the mother who evend her little
girl out of the kitchen because 'It takes to teach her than It does to do It
myself.' Tliet 1 ths wrung kind. Thers la also tha mother who lets her daughter
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wipe a few sliver spoons to 'help mother.' even If the
work has to be done over again after fh little one
When that girl grow up she will Irrtng 'happiness to some
man."

"And what else does a girl need. Iheatde a good mother,
to turn her Into lh right sort of wife?" I Inquired.

' I hone my eon, when he grows up, will marry a girl
from n small euntry town." replied Mrs. Morris.

"The girl In the small town usually leads a mu.1i more
normal nn.l heslthful life than the girl In New York. You
can tell the difference Juat by looking In theli fores I

have s great pity for the girl In the large city who t not
a worker.

"Only the other day I was shocked end surprised lo
Ind that a little girl of my acquaintance, who is ten years
old, didn't know what Ironing day was! Of course, the
-- MM wasn't to blame. She had always lived lo a b!g apart-
ment hotel her, her family ent the laundry out. and there
wain no reason why she should have obtained that hit of
homely Information. It was not likely to come Into her
unnatural life.

"Thut I the trouble with life In large city It Is un-
natural for a girl. She doesn't need the theatre and con-
cert and clothe and clubs, all the thousand and one form
H extraneous excitement. When eh In lUiy club will bs
a good thing to stir her up, as It's a good thing for a

mlildlc-egre- d man. Hut It's not necessary fur either girl or hov.
"In a small town a Kill's life Is essentially whole) une. Hhe generally goes

to bed early, and It's not n penance, for sh has no hundred glittering. theatres
in dream about. Hhe need suffer from no social heart-burnin- All the tieopla
she knows have about the sum Income snd entertain In the same simple way.
She helps decorate the chun h at Christum, and maybe tk a . Inee In Huielay.
school, and goes to the social with a delightful sense nf dissipation. And In
the meanwhile Ills I working ami studying and flOMUl

"In a word, he's Junt the normal girl. 1 think she the sort of young
woman with whom the average man I happiest."
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By Harry Palmer
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CHAPTER XII.
iCentlssed.l

Smith Gett "Hunk."
nitA found him a dens and

disagreeable pupil, and on
who seemingly had forgotten
everything he had learnad
during previous lessons. HI
replies at times were o curt

a tn he uncivil, and a feelina-- nf In-

dignation roe within her. Rhe wa
at a loss lo understand hi mood, unls
It wa du to lh result of the morn-
ing's race; yet sh could scan-el- be-

lieve that hi disappointment, perhaue
chagrin, could account for hi rude-
ness to her.

When the uaeless hsMM ws finished,
she closed the hook ami akrd:

"Vou are nut yourself What
I ronc?"

With an expression upon hla face
which both startled end shucked her he
snarled:

"I'm sick of seetn' that lady kIMer
lianitln' around her'."

"You meMi"
lUlstonl"

Iora had never looked at Hmltli ai
sh looked at him now.

"I beg to In esi'iiaed from your rrltl.
clems of Mr. itnlnton."

ri:n to had not dreamad that th gen-
tle, girl1 voice could take on such a
quality, It cut him. atung him, until h
felt hot and cold hy turn.

"Oh, 1 didn't know h waa auoh s
frlentl." he sneered.

"Yea ' her eyes did not quail before
the look that flamed In he Is juat
audi a friend'"

They had rtlen) and rwnlth, looking at
her us he 600 erect, her head high
In defiance, could have choked her In
hi tealon rage.

Il- - stsmWril utn-- r than walked to
Wars' the door.

"Hood night." he ald In a strained,
throaty voice,

"flood tilghl "

(the staie'l it the door as It "l(Jed lie-ha-d

Mnil I Int. rMi" iin,-tli1n- of th
fiellng of one who. milking a Pt of a
tiger, faela It claws for the first time.

sl th ttit Indication of lis ferocious
nature. Till new phaieti of Smith's char
acter, while It angered, hi- -. i rilled her
with uneaslnee.

It wan kali r than usual when Smith
eaine In to s,y a word to the Indian
woman, after lora ami Huo bad re-

tired. He did not tiring with him th
fume of tobacco, tin, amok of which
ro In cloud In the bunk-hou- , mak-
ing It all but lmposalbl to ee th length
rf the building, he brought, rathr. an
idor of fresnne, a feeling of eooltie,
a though h had been long In th night
air.

Th Indian woman sniffed Imper-
ceptibly.

"Whr you been?"
Ills look wits evil ss he snswsrsd
"Me? I've been payln' mv debts, me

tmlth."
lie took her Impassive Itsnd In both

if Ml ami pressed It agalnit Me heart.
"I'ral-- e "lower." he ....!. I want you

'o led lUieton to go I hat MM,"
The woman loofced at him. hut did

not aniwer
"tVIII you?"
"Yes. I tell him.
"W en?"
f'i e.need her narroalng ' t Ma.

When mu tell do wtiltu woman to
go."

Haliton had folt thst the "Id folcnil
with hi seeminge ns growing Imratlent

Inactivity, so lie dec.ileil the next morn I

Ing to ride to the Har and tell him

that he swievsa n imj b rr It
not h nery to keep dunning !("-

hti under close snrvi-ii- net the
lieef in lite oieir r "i - '.i g low.
Then the ileputv sheriff iiiesnt not to
let Mm out of his sight

grrrwtl. had not spoken to the ma'
whom tie hail ime to rrmni .i mi
rival sine h hart liitdert away from
htm t!ie morning before. K hart
Ignored itaiet-n- 's BeTsrsfwaUes t the
table and avoided Mm In th bunk
house. Now, enraged in trimming lil
horee'i fstloclrs. Hnittli did not look up
u the other man passed, but his eye
followed him with a triumphant gleam
a he want Into the atabl to suddle
Molly.

It.lalon hacked the mare to turn her
In the atall. ami sue an hut fell dun ii.

fit folt a little surprise1 g her chiin)'
neaa, but did not g'a,i da iiiialii'ie
until --he led her to the dcor. where ah
tepttdl painfully over :ho low door-sil- l

aad if but fell .gain Me lea nr a
Step A ISO further, and h went el- -
most to her knoe. i'lie mare waa

In every leg-- im ooat4 barely.

Since "The Vlrginkm"

By Caroline Lockhart
stand; yet there was net a mark en her
--hot ever so Slight a brats' Mr
slender legs wer a fre frees swell
ing ae when they had rarrlei her past
Smith's gray; her feet looked to b In
perfect condition; yet. av for the lact
that shs could ttand up, ahe was a
crippled a if the bone et every leg
were a he tiered

It is doubtful if any but at !- - teres
eyes oan take on th look which rtl-tcn'- s

contained a the met Smith'.
HI kln wa gray as he straightened
himself snd 1r- -v a ha d whleh shsSknllrhly Ml length of hla cheek an I
acrcsa his mouth.

in great anger, anger which
some quick and desperate act.
every person haa aom gesture peculiar
to himself, end thla waa RaUton's

A less guilty man than Smith might
hav flinched at that momsnt. Ths
half-gri- n on hi face faded, and he
waited for a torrent of accusation arloaths. Dut Ralston. In a vole so sw
that It hardy reached him, a voire ee
ominous, so fraught with meaning,
that the dullest could not hare ml,
understood, said:

"I'll borrow your horse. Smith."
Smith, like oas hypnotlkeo. .tears

himself saying:
"Sure" Take him."
Halston knew as wall ae though he

had witnessed the act that Smith had
It.-- mmered th frog of Molly feet un-
til they war bruised and sore ae bell
Her lameness would not he permanent

she would recover In a week or two.
hut th abuee of, th cruelly to th
little mr h lored tilled Italeton With
a hatred for Smith as relentless sad
deep aa Smith's own.

"A man who could do a thing Ilk
that." ald nalaton through hla est
teeth, "I no common cur! He' wslf

all wolf! He len t etaylng here far
love alone There's something elas.
Anl I aweer before the Ood that made
m I'll And out what It Is and
him before I quit!"

CHAPTER XIII.
Susie's Indian Blood.

OMINO leisurely up the path
from th corral. Smith saw
Susie anting on th r ottos-woo- d

log, wrspped In har
mother's blanket.

She was huddled in a aquaw'a atti-
tude He eyed her; he never had ea
her Ilk that before. But. knowtrag In-
diana better, possibly, than he knew hla
own race, Smith understood, lis

the mood. Hsr Indian bleed wes
uppermost. It rose In most heif-brd- s
upm occasion. Sometlmee under ths lh
fluenoe uf liquor It cropped ot:t.
tunes anger brought II to ths sur
11 had seen It often this hear,
smouldering aullcnne.

Hmltli luo,l with he hands Iu ht
pockets, looking at bar. Hs felt more
at ease with her than ever before.

"What are you ettlkln' about. Huale?"
Hhe dtd not answer, her pertness. her

Anglo-Saxo- n vivacity, were gone; her
face was wooden, expressionless, her
rnsUoes eye slow moving snd MI: her
cheekbones, always noticeably hh.
limked higher, and her skin was murky
and dark.

"You look like a equaw with that sulk
on." he ventured again, and there w

satisfaction in hi faee.
It waa something to knew that, after

all, Susie was ' Injun" "per Injun."
The Boheme whleh had lain dors-ra- nt In
hi brain now took active ltaha M
had wanted Boat' heap, beet sash time
that he had tried to conciliate her hi
overtures hid ended In a fresh rupture
Now her stinging tongu wag atumb.
and ther wa no aggrrlvnse In har
manner.

Smith, laving his hand heavily upon
her shoulder, sat dunu beslds her. end
a flash, a transitory gleam, shone for
mi lnatant In her dull eye; hut ah M
not SMVS "r change expreolen.

lie aM In a low voice:
"What you need ,t atlrrln' up, Susie."
He watched her narrowly, and cen-tl-

.led
"You ought to get Into a game that

la aotne ginger in It. This her life I
00 ..une for a Blrl like you."
Without looking at him eho ashed:
"Wlm it. of .i areme?" Har vales

wa lift . K.itt iral.
' It' .ikIii my principle to empty my

i i I'.inan: tnil you're dlffrnt
you ro game ioo are. Kusls." His voles
dropped i a whisper, and th weight f
his Inn I m i l" her :inulder sag. "I.'s

o i .in. I m rutl n bunch of horses."
Kual iil'1 not tntray surprise at Ihs

( pri1B0t0n by so much e the
twitching of an eyelid.

What for?"
smith replied
' Just for the hell nf It!"
S.ie grunted, hut neither In ant nor

dlsient: so Hmltli went on in eager,
persuasive whisper:

"There'a Injun enough in you, girl, to
make horse atealln' all the earn a
breathln'. You Jump In with ins on this
leal an. I tec how easy you lose that
Kulk. i i..n t you ever have a feelln
holt of you that you want to do
tiling onery steal something, mix with
somebody'.' 1 do. I i e had u notorious
feelln' workln' on me strong for days
now. and ve got to gi na or it. f
rou'll eotai in on this we'll MM
xcitemenf and make a svhke, vfPup, ilrl-eti- ow yeur


